PROTEST
August 9th—and to hold it in Paris, too, so as to show all the world their unity. But in the evening, eight thousand workmen of Brussels crowd together in the huge but stiflingly hot arena, and point out to one another the leaders on the platform. That one there, the President, is Vandervelde, their own countryman; they all know him. He is rather pale and thoughtful to-night, like Troelstra beside him. But there is Keir Hardie's resolute, idealistic face; he bears assurance of England's desire for peace; and beside him is Rubinovitch^ who has just been helping to carry through the great strike in Petersburg. There is Haase, the leader of the Germans: very intelligent, showing, perhaps, more suffering than passion in his face; on him, as head of the strongest Socialistic party in the world, all eyes are fixed; he tells with pride the story of yesterday's events in Berlin; his brethren's clamour for peace offers a guarantee against all Tirpitzes and Berchtolds.
But lo! Who mounts the platform after him ? A thickset man with a leonine head—one might take him for a Viking, so blonde and stalwart is his form. But only hear his voice, when the clamour of the thousands is stilled 1 For, because they love him, they keep him waiting for whole minutes before they will let him speak. This is their leader, this man is Europe's conscience to-day. He comes from the land of revolution and liberty, for them he fights in the tangle of bewildered parties at home; he calls them out under the sky of every land. He is uncrowned king of the millions of both hemispheres, knight of fraternity and minstrel of brotherly love. He is the tribune. Jaures!
There he stands, not tall but powerfully built; a man in the middle fifties. Is this a modern prophet? Is he a friend of humanity? He does not look like a fanatic, he wears no aura of tragedy; what fills him seems to be joy of li£& and the desire to bring it to many brothers. A youth, helped through his student years by kind Professor of Philosophy at twenty-U4
